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УЎ АТТ ІМ" 


FOR MAX 
MAN! 


Well, ah got about thirty minutes here all Бу mahself. John just called and, тап he sounded hot! 
He said he would be right over, but ah know that dude, he's goin” take his time, leaving me all hot 
and bothered without his big rod to keep me company. Well, ah's just might as well get going here, 


he he. Might as well. UUuuMMmm! 


е 


д _ 1 
l's just love to wrap my hands around the insides of my legs, 
feelin’ that warm stuff just run all over me. Mmmph! І don't 
wanna put it in there yet, oh no. Just push in around it, there -- 
mmmm -- and maybe, yah, why not? Just a little. Aahh! Oh yes, 
yes! Feeling that heat. When that man steps in that door, 15 he 
going to get the surprise of his life! ІІ be sitting here, all hot 
and creaming, waiting wide open for him to get it out and get ії іп. 


Hmm, | wonder if | should be 
© doing this; what if | finish before 
f he gets here? But | don't know, 


| don't thinks І can stop -- it 
feels too good! Uumm, gotta 
stretch її out. 


Betta Пе down here and take 

it slow. Ohh -- ooohh! It feels 

so good! Scoop it out, little 

lady, that's it, make it hard. 

Oow, what a fire -- is that ever 
burning me up. That man betta mw” 
hurry! Oh, | want to put it 

їп, | want to put out that fire 

before it burns me up! 


ERIN SOOT ITS, 


BLACIK 
GIRL 


When Yolanda Simms had in- 
terviewed for a position as secre- 
tary and Girl Friday for the fa- 
mous mystery writer, Scott So- 
merset, she had already made up 
her mind not to be disappointed 
if he took one look at her and 
pretended that she just wasn’t 
qualified. 

After all, it was one thing 
being black, and it was another 
thing being militant and the 
bearer of a bachelor's degree in 
English literature from a small 
but prestigious New England 
girls’ college. The last thing in 
the world Yolanda was was a 
shuffler and an auntie, proud of 
her black skin and black heri- 
tage and not about to take shit 


from any white man, Scott So- 
merset included. 

Yet it came as still a shock 
when he readily offered her the 
position, seemingly more im- 
pressed with her credentials and 
academic qualifications than 
anything else. Had she known 
that Scott's secret letch was 
black women, Yolanda certainly 
would have thought twice. 

But he was a man well accus- 
tomed to secrets and mysteries, 
the latter being his stock in 
trade. From the moment she’d 
walked into his office, her lush 
swaying jugs made his mouth 
water and her plump jellyroll 
and prominently jutting ass 
made him press his hands over 


his lap, barely able to conceal 
what had been a most immediate 
and startling physical response, 
Her Afro-styled hair and ebon- 
y-hued skin, her shockingly 
white teeth and sinewy walk, 
all were further accouterments 
and for the first week he made a 
point of keeping his distance and 
his hands off of her, though her 
mere physical presence sent 
shivers of lusty delight running 
up and down his spine, 
Something about her made 
him think of a jungle goddess 
and though he knew he was 
being victimized by ап obsession 
that had first made its appear- 
ance in America among slave- 
owners, he still couldn't help 
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himself. 

Black was beautiful, and 
black chicks did something to 
him that no white girl could 
even begin to compare with. And 
Yolanda in particular seemed to 
exude a penetrating sexual aura, 
a kind of animal magnetism 
which he found nearly impossi- 
ble to resist. 

Not that he had any intentions 
of resisting it, either. But he 
bided his time, gaining first her 
confidence before he would gain 
admittance between her long 
shapely black legs. Just pictur- 
ing what she would be like in 
bed began to occupy much of his 
waking thoughts and the more he 
dwelled upon it, the more ex- 
cited and determined to have her 
he became. 

Knowing that he was a celeb- 
rity in his own right, a guest on 
television talk shows and the 
author of a string of best selling 
mysteries, Scott was confident 
and rather certain that when he 
put the make оп Yolanda 
Simms, she would be all too 
willing to respond. 

Little did he know her, Little 
did he realize that she was a 
young woman of decidedly sav- 
age temperament, not about to 
jump into bed with anyone who 
wanted her, including Scott So- 
merset. But the confrontation 
took another two weeks before it 
began to take shape. 

Having drunk a little too 
much wine at lunch, Scott had 
retired to his bathroom, a large 
opulently furnished room in his 
townhouse that was as big as a 
small studio apartment. He lay 
in his bath, smiling to himself 
and realizing that now he had a 
perfect opportunity to make it 
with Miss Simms. 

Reaching over to the wooden 
table near the tub, he pressed the 
button on the intercom and or- 
dered her to come upstairs to 
take dictation. She was used to 
his unorthodox writing habits, 
though sex was the last thing 
which had entered her mind, at 
least up to this particular mo- 
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ment. 

She hadn't even thought to 
dwell upon or interpret his long 
piercing glances, harboring the 
secret and perhaps naive belief 
that all successful writers—and 
unsuccessful ones even more so 
—were a little touched and 
strange in their own right. 

So now, she knocked timidly 
on the bathroom door, waiting for 
his hearty basso voice to ring out 
into the steamy air and invite her 
inside. But what she saw next 
she had not at all been prepared 
for. Perhaps, as she would later 
come to see it, she'd been too 
eager to accept her working res- 
ponsibilities, ignoring the real 
reasons why Scott Somerset had 
hired her in the first place. 

Now, he smiled broadly as the 
bathroom door swung open and 
Yolanda Simms stepped сац- 
tiously inside. She gripped her 
steno pad tightly against her 
chest, wondering if he was drunk, 
for she had become accustomed 
to his noontime drinking habits. 

“Well, come on in. Don’t be 
shy, Miss Simms. There’s work 
to be done. I’ve just hatched up a 
new scene for my latest novel,” 
he told her, reclining in the tub 
as she searched around for a 
chair, looking everywhere but at 
him, 

He wondered if she could see 
him from where she stood, for 
just looking at her had had the 
desired effect, despite the heat of 
his bath and the amount of alco- 
hol in his bloodstream. His 
thick rigid cock rose up between 
his grizzly thighs, bobbing like 
a fish in the soapy water. 

Yolanda refused to look at 
him,  blushing—though he 
couldn't tell, needless to say— 
and finally sitting down near 
the open door. Annoyed at her 
reticence, he told her he didn't 
want to shout, asking her to 
move closer. 

Reluctantly, she did as she 
was told, the fact that he was 
naked in the bath finally dawn- 
ing upon her, though she still 
didn’t think he was at all inter- 


ested in having sex with her. But 
when she casually looked up, 
her pencil poised upon the steno 
pad, her eyes alighted upon that 
one object he'd fervently hoped 
she would be able to see. 

And see it she did, opening her 
mouth wide with surprise and 
anger, jumping up abruptly from 
her chair and moving towards 
the door. “Hey, where the fuck do 
you think you’re going! There’s 
work to be done!” he yelled out 
as she stood by the door, cursing 
him under her breath. 

It was one thing that he was 
stark naked, but it was some- 
thing else altogether that he had 
a hardon. And now, before Yo- 
Тапда had a chance to leave, 
Scott laughed bawdily and 
jumped out of the tub, standing 
there with the water streaming 
down his body and his cock arch- 
ing out in her direction. 

“You pig,” she sneered, turn- 
ing abruptly away, dropping her 
pad and pencil on the floor. 

But it had reached the point 
—thanks to the alcohol, among 
other things—where Scott wasn’t 
about to let her go so easily. He 
ran after her, catching her just as 
she began to descend the stairs to 
the first floor of the house. 

“Let go of me, stop it, stop it 
this instant!” she yelled as he 
grabbed hold of her shoulders 
and pulled her back, spinning 
her around and forcing her to 
stare into his wide and jaded 
eyes. 

“You and I have something 
very businesslike to take care of, 
baby,” he laughed coarsely, 
trying to force her down onto her 
knees so that she would be in no 
position to stop him from ram- 
ming his cock down her throat. 

Yolanda couldn’t believe this 
was happening to her. Her knees 
buckled and she sank down, the 
hard throbbing length of Scott's 
pecker brushing hotly against 
her cheeks. “Come on, baby. We 
all know how you black chicks 
get off on white meat. So get to 
work, Simms!” he told her, ram- 

(Continued on page 56) 


tice, it's my bountiful bod. І know when she 
comes іп, if І put myself just right on this 
bed, she won't be able to resist just coming over 
here and grabbing me. 
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this, and start moving things 
around just like that, then І 
She won't be able to keep 


know she's gonna go bananas. 
her panties on! 


ях У 
Maybe І should wait here Бу the couch? Just 
do the same thing, moving my toys around in 
the air, but this way she would see everything 
the second she opened the door! 


20 


Well, Sheila got here all right, and you can see how 
randy she got just from being with little ol’ me for 
a few minutes. Now we're gonna triple our fun! 
We're gonna wait for Cynthia to open the door! 


Shy Mr. Timmons was already feeling pretty heady. What а wild party! But this black gal was too much. 


He had always heard that black women were easy lays. Now was his chance to find out if what they all 
said was true. ““B-Blow те, p-please,”* he stuttered. 


“Now hold on there зи!” she said coyly. “І 
don't go down on just any old man,” she giggled 
as she hurriedly undid his pants and twisted 
down his underwear. 


Mr. Timmons felt so weak looking at all that 
beautiful black flesh. He felt that anything she 
asked for he would do gladly, as long as she was 
there, as long as she did it for him. 


Ніз tongue flicked nervously inside her darkness. It stabbed into her, making her moan and clasp her 
thighs together. She jerked passionately until she fell off the chair, still crying for release, still eager for 
his tongue. His face was glued to her hungry muff. 


Rachel was an evil woman according to some 
authorities; | guess they're right! 


All I’m sure of is that | feel real 
evil right now! MMMmmm. My 
whole body is flaming, I’ve got 
to get some relief. Wouldn't you 
like to come in here right now? 
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| just can't wait for your thing to split me wide open! Oh come on, don't be shy, come on іп and close the 
door. All І want is a little loving. Can't you see how much І need it? І just can't keep twisting my body 


around оп this couch forever -- it won't work. | need you! 


Oh, please hurry! Get those clothes off! І can't keep from touching myself апу longer. Don't you want to 
plunge your big stick inside me, look at how І'т opening up for you! 


| feel so hot inside. Everything is getting ready 
for you, hot gushes of liquid are pouring over 
inside my well. 


Hhmmm! | didn't realize you were so big! Look! It’s throbbing already! Oh, how “ме been waiting for 
this! It’s been months since I’ve had any. I’ve been hanging around bars and walking through stores, 
trying to attract some big stud's attention. Now at last [уе found you and we can get down to business. 
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“Hello, Jim? Yeah, it's me, Carol. How are ya? REALLY! Well, come on over. Yeah. For sure, Іт ready. 
No, | don't have a cold! Why am І breathing so hard? Why don't you come over and see!” 


his pants, trying to guess how huge it was. А couple of times when we got to talking real close | almost 
dropped my panties її looked so good! 


ада ро» 


Any second now that big rod is going to fill my 
insides. | can feel її quivering in me already! 
Oh, | wanna cream so bad! 


If he could only see me like this! І bet he would just flip out and go crazy trying to get me. He probably 
wouldn't be able to pull it out fast enough. Uummm, that feels good. Don't want to spoil it now. If І 
can just wait a few more minutes! Oh, hurry, Jim. 


mattress, his big body pressing into me? Then he 
would get in between my legs and force his 
way into my hot, greedy sex. 


3 Can't you just see me being pushed down into the < 
| 


me КА 
ANY FOUR (4) FOR $1 6 


С-ТА 


. 1/3 @ $3.50 О №. 1/3 @ $3.50 О Мо. 2/1 е 53.50 О No. 2/1 @ $3.50 
. 2/4 е $3.50 No. 2/4 € $3.50 О №. 3/2 @ $3.50 О №. 2/2 @ $3.50 
. 2/5 @ $3.50 Омо. 2/5 @ $3.50 О №. 2/3 @ $3.50 
. 2/6 @ $3.50 О №. 2/6 @ $3.50 О №. 3/1 @ $3.50 
. 3/1 е $3.50 О №. 3/1 е $3.50 


Ono. 1/1 @ $3.50 О №. 2/1 @ $3.50 О №. 2/1 е $3.50 
О №. 3/1 е $3.50 О №. 3/1 E $3.50 O No. 3/1 е $3.50 


ар 


8 BUSTY хе, 
be’ bo, 


? е pa 
О №. 1/1 е $3.50 О №. 2/1 @ $3.50 О №. 1/1 @ $3.50 О №. 1/1 @ $3.50 


О №. 3/1 @ $3.50 Омо. 2/2 е $3.50 О №. 1/2 @ $3.50 О №. 1/2 @ $3.50 


VISUAL ADVENTURE РО. вох 5818 CLEVELAND, OHIO 44101 
SEND THE ITEMS CHECKED ТО МЕ BY RETURN MAIL, POSTPAID. І HAVE 
ENCLOSED CASH, CHECK OR MONEY ORDER IN THE CORRECT AMOUNT. 


NAME 

ADDR SS ———————— == |, 
STATE, ZIR 
I CERTIFY THAT I AM OVER 21 YEARS OLD. 
SIGNATURE, 


О Мо. 1/1 @ $3.50 
О No. 1/2 @ $3.50 


5 у Î А ү 
Е | 


| Да 
pa 


3 Shana glistens like bronze beneath the Congolese sun, her taut 
A mammaries fierce symbols of the African highlander's promise of 


life and love, lean muscular legs the wanderer's lure to a land 


URAN j of mysterious pleasures and earthy delights. 
t e 


(Continued from page 14) 
ming his crotch forward and forc- 
ing Yolanda to open her mouth. 

He pulled at her hair and the 
instant she screamed she felt the 
rounded swollen head of his 
pulsating dong slipping right 
between her lips. No white man 
was going to get away with this, 
she knew. No honky was going to 
use her like she was just a piece 
of meat, a black ass and not a 
person, a human being. 

So now she stopped protesting, 
opening her lips wide as he 
crammed the entire hard length 
of his long thick cock right down 
her throat. Gagging, she sud- 
denly clamped down, pressing 
her teeth around his meaty pole. 

Scott sereamed out from the 
pain and pulled violently back. 
“You fucking black-assed 
bitch!” he shouted. 

But Yolanda had used the pre- 
cious few seconds to escape his 
clutches, Hurrying down the 
stairs, she grabbed her coat and 
ran out of the house, leaving him 
cursing her and raising his fist at 
the top of the stairs. 

And when the front door 
slammed behind her, he turned 
and walked back to the bath- 
room, knowing that she'd be 
back, even if he had to resort to a 
bit of fancy footwork to win her 
over, all over again. So that 
night he called her at home and 
apologized profusely, explain- 
ing that he had had much too 
much to drink, begging her to 
forgive him and promising to 
make up for it. 

His act apparently did the 
trick, for Yolanda’s ruffled 
feathers seemed to be at least 
temporarily smoothed down. An- 
other week passed, during which 
time he was the very personifica- 
tion of a gentleman, keeping 
their relationship on a strictly 
business level. 

But that did not mean that 
Scott wasn't feverishly plotting, 
anxious both to have her the way 
he'd first wanted and also to get 
back at her for what she'd done 
to him. And what he finally 
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planned upon was right out of 
one of his novels, something he 
was certain she would never ever 
forget. 

He was the kind of man confi- 
dent of his own self-importance, 
his prestigious celebrity status. 
He felt almost outside of the 
law and so he didn't think or 
worry about the consequences of 
what he had dreamed up as suit- 
able punishment for Yolanda’s 
lack of interest in his sexual ad- 
vances. 

So about a week after he had 
first surprised her in the bath, 
she came to work that morning 
never expecting what the day 
would turn into, a kind of sexual 
nightmare with Scott Somerset 
as the lead protagonist. 

He had carefully arranged 
everything beforehand, glad that 
he could make use of his fur- 
nished basement, for it afforded 
the necessary amount of privacy. 
Downstairs, unbeknownst to Yo- 
landa, he had erected a fucking 
platform or table, for want of a 
better description. 

It was furnished with leather 
straps which he would use to 
bind her, to immobilize her so 
that he would be able to con- 
summate his lusts without 
worrying about her being able to 
outsmart him. But it was also 
not destined to be a solo num- 
ber, either. 

Far from it, for Scott's ego had 
been as sorely wounded as his 
cock by Yolanda's treatment of 
him. As a result he had planned 
what can best be described as a 
gang-bang, having made his 
plan clear to four of his closest 
friends, friends he knew would 
keep their mouths shut, friends 
who were as much into sex—es- 
pecially with a black chick—as 
he was. 

They were due to assemble 
downstairs while Yolanda went 
out for lunch and ten minutes 
after she had left, the doorbell 
began to ring. He led one after 
another of his four friends into 
the house, taking them down- 
stairs to the basement where he 


explained the procedure. 

He didn’t doubt the fireworks 
which would erupt when Yo- 
landa returned and he was fired 
up, having drunk just enough to 
get his juices flowing. Every- 
thing went off according to 
schedule Yolanda returned 
from lunch as punctual as al- 
ways and making a pretense to 
hunt up some old manuscripts of 
his that he kept downstairs in 
the basement, she followed him 
as he switched on a dim light 
and led her down the flight of 
narrow stairs which led into his 
basement. He made sure to lock 
the door behind him, taking care 
that she wouldn't think anything 
was amiss. 

“There's a light right at the 
other end of the room. Just keep 
walking,” he told her, chuckling 
diabolically and already feel- 
ing the way his cock was ге- 
sponding, angrily demanding to 
befreed from confinement behind 
the swollen and distended bulge 
of his fly. 

She walked right into the trap 
he had laid for her, suddenly 
screaming out as she was 
grabbed by two unknown assail- 
ants. One of his friends pinned 
his hand over her mouth while 
the other guy dragged her to the 
table. 

A gag was hastily tied over 
her mouth and though she put up 
a fierce and frantic struggle, it 
was all to no avail. Scott's four 
lusty and well-hung friends 
were now just as aroused as he 
was and within a matter of min- 
utes they had succeeded in posi- 
tioning her on the table, pinion- 
ing her arms down to her sides 
and tightening the leather straps 
across both arms and the small 
of her back. 

But, what was more, her legs 
and ass hung over the end of the 
table and when she looked 
wildly around, her fear turned to 
anger and horrified outrage. She 
was filled with disbelief as 
well, for when she began to 
come to her senses, she realized 
that she was the victim, that all 


around her the five men were 
leering wolfishly and that ex- 
cept for Scott Somerset, all of 
them were stark and absolutely 
naked. 

And aside from their nudity, 
they were also incredibly 
aroused, all of his friends bran- 
dishing hardons which they 
waved in her direction. Scott 
moved in front of her, smiling 
and licking his lips. She could 
see the pouched out condition of 
his trousers and even as he began 
to casually and offhandedly re- 
move his clothing, he explained 
what he had in store for her. 

Her groans and screams of pro- 
test were effectively silenced, 
muffled behind the gag they had 
tied around her mouth. “There's 
no use putting up a fight, my 
dear,” he told her with a laugh. 
“This time I’m the winner, not 
you. After all, all’s fair in love 
and war. Besides, I know how 
you black chicks are. The more 
white meat you can get between 
your legs, the better you like it.” 

She could say nothing and lay 
there, immobilized, no longer 
straining against her ties. Save 
your strength, she told herself, 
staring at her boss and hating 
him for doing this to her, hating 
him for his animalistic treat- 
ment of her, especially after she 
had once again come to trust and 
believe in what he said to her. 

But now she could do nothing 
and even as she lay there on the 
wooden table, someone was un- 
zipping her skirt, removing her 
high-heeled shoes. She kicked 
her legs out, but two firm strong 
hands grabbed hold of them and 
pulled them apart while her 
skirt was ripped off of her body. 

“Shit, that's a fucking nice lit- 
tle ass the lady's got,” a friend 
of Scott's named Bill Monroney 
said, smacking his lips and 
laughing with excitement. 

A nice ass was an understate- 
ment, for as Scott removed his 
clothing, he moved around to 
ogle the round lush orbs of Yo- 
landa's black and beautiful 
butt, reaching out to take hold of 


the elastic waistband of her 
tight-fitting nylon panties. 

As Bill and a guy named 
Timothy removed her sweater, 
pulling it up over her head and 
then unhooking her bra, Scott 
wrenched her undies off so that 
except for her black mesh stock- 
ings she was soon as naked as 
they were. 

He trembled with delight, 
glancing around to see how 
aroused his friends were as well. 
Standing between her legs, he 
had a bird's-eye view of every- 
thing he had so longed to see, 
able to stare down between her 
thighs and ogle the prominently 
displayed twin pink outer flaps 
of her snatch. 

They were bordered by a wiry 
short tuft of black cunt fur and 
the pink of her outer lobes of 
meat was a striking and decid- 
edly exotic contrast to her choco- 
late-brown colored skin. And her 
ass, on top of everything else, 
was so round and luscious that 
he trembled, unable to resist 
reaching out and grabbing hold 
of both twin and mammoth orbs. 

Black girls always had great 
asses, he knew, far more promi- 
nent and larger than white 
chicks. And Yolanda was no ex- 
ception, her beautifully full 
rounded backside now luring 
him forward as she vowed to get 
even with him, even as she felt 
his hands on her ass. 

She turned her head over her 
shoulder, trembled and watched 
him caressing her sumptuous 
black nether orbs. His eyes were 
glazed over and now that he was 
naked once again, she was able 
to see what he'd tried to stuff 
down her throat. 

His long meaty hardon arched 
out like a hammer and he moved 
closer as Bill and Timothy held 
her legs apart, spread-eagling 
her thighs. The two other guys 
moved in front of her, slowly 
rubbing their fingers over their 
tools, staring at her tits, the way 
her heavy rounded jugs swayed 
hotly, hanging over the edge of 
the short wooden table. They 


were panting, glancing at her 
jugs and their long stiff nipples 
and then back at Scott as he 
moved into position, edging 
closer and gripping his sturdy 
throbbing dick with one hand. 

He stared at her ripe pink cunt 
flaps, seeing how they were 
slightly dilated. All it took 
was a well-aimed motion for 
him to succeed in wedging the 
leaking and blood-engorged 
head of his dick right between 
them, 

Yolanda stiffened, clawing at 
the leather straps which bound 
her to the table. But she could 
not escape and she glanced back, 
even as she felt the pressure, the 
way her pussy was being 
stretched. “Ohh, this is it, sugar. 
Feel what a white man’s like, 
baby,” Scott panted, lunging for- 
ward, gripping her ass in both of 
his hands and slamming almost 
the entire length of his massive 
tool right into place. 

Don't let him win, she kept re- 
peating to herself, even as he 
moaned loudly, oblivious to 
everything else around him, 
only conscious of the delicious 
tight clinging warmth of her 
hole, the way her smooth vagi- 
nal walls were damp with natu- 
ral secretions, squishing open 
loudly under the insistent force 
and pressure of his heated pene- 
trating attack. 

Yolanda whimpered behind 
her gag, but despite what her 
boss was doing to her, there was 
no point in denying the pleasure 
she was already beginning to 
feel. She was certainly not a vir- 
gin, though she didn't sleep 
around, either, 

And now as he rammed the 
last hard unwieldy inches of 
manflesh up her cunt, stopping 
it up to the breaking point, there 
was no pain, only mental an- 
guish, but nothing that was 
physically unappealing. Her 
pussy burned and tingled and a 
fresh gush of sap streamed down 
the well-crammed walls of her 
shuddering hole. 

“Shit, you’re fucking tight as a 
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baby’s asshole,” he спог ед, 
panting and savoring the lus- 
cious heat of her box, the way it 
was so narrow and tight, the way 
her cunt lips gripped the hairy 
base of his prong like two 
clenching hands or rubber bands. 

He fondled her buns and rel- 
ished their black smooth surface, 
slowly easing them apart even 
as he pulled his meat halfway 
out and then rammed it into her 
once again with a loud and pene- 
trating stroke. And when he had 
spread her ass cheeks as far 
apart as he could, he was able to 
see her tender little pink bot- 
tom-hole, a swirl of folds and 
puckered creases marking her 
virginal anus. 

Bending his head forward, he 
was just about able to lash his 
tongue over her serumptious bot- 
tom-hole, feeling the way she 
trembled, the way she seemed to 
respond by elenching and un- 
clenching her powerful set of 
cunt muscles around his deeply 
ensheathed pecker. “I told you 
you’d love it, baby,” he cried out, 
ramming harder now, lifting his 
head and winking at his friends. 

But they were just as virile 
and sexually insatiable as he 
was. The sight of her naked body, 
the way Scott was plowing in 
and out of her tight and dripping 
cooze, all combined to turn his 
four friends on more than ever. 
And so it didn't take long for 
Bill to rip off the gag around her 
mouth, replacing it with his own 
stiff and rigid poker. 

“І wouldn't advise using your 
teeth again, Simms,” he warned 
her, 

But Yolanda knew she was 
beaten, at least for the moment. 
There was no point in antagoniz- 
ing either Scott or his friends, for 
she had to at least be thankful 
they were taking her one at a 
time, not two guys fucking her 
simultaneously, one up her box 
and the other plowing in and out 
of her ass, 

So now, as Bill waved his 
hardon before her bewildered 
looking face, she didn't put up a 
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struggle. She opened her mouth 
wide and he rammed forward, 
moaning loudly as he slid all 
eight inches of burning red-hot 
dick right down her throat. Yo- 
landa struggled bravely, gag- 
ging when the head of Bill’s for- 
midable and thick white penis 
hit against the back of her throat 
and bent her tonsils back. 

But he eased up on her, 
slowly sliding back so that she 
could grow accustomed to hav- 
ing his meat between her lips. 
“Shit, that's good, baby. І know 
you love guys like us. Doesn't it 
feel great, having Somerset's big 
thick wang pounding in and out 
of that sweet black muff of 
yours!” 

She ignored his racial slurs, 
knowing as she did the mystique 
of the black woman. But maybe 
it was true, for she was getting 
more and more aroused with each 
passing second, no longer angry 
as her cunt juice spilled down 
the walls of her undulating 
muff and she came to the real- 
ization that whatever was hap- 
pening, it was only the way it 
had been accomplished and not 
the acts themselves which has- 
sled her head. 

In fact, it seemed amazing to 
her that the more Scott plowed 
in and out of her clenching twat, 
the more turned on she would 
become. That, coupled with what 
she was now doing, sucking Bill 
off and liking that, too, all com- 
bined to make her feel wonder as 
well as the first of what prom- 
ised to be quite a number of or- 
gasms. 

Maybe I should have done this 
long ago, she thought to herself, 
for now she just couldn’t get 
enough of Scott, wiggling from 
side to side, feeling the way he 
was riding her muff and crying 
out with lusty and maddened de- 
light. 

He knew women well enough 
to realize that Yolanda was fi- 
nally and at long last getting 
into what he was doing to her, 
enjoying herself probably as 
much as he was. If she didn’t 


like it, she never would have 
bothered to use her vaginal mus- 
cles, remaining passive and un- 
moving as he kept stroking in 
and out of her fibrillating and 
juicy split. But she was working 
them as heatedly as he was 
working his dick and he kept ca- 
ressing and fondling her heavy 
and rounded black buns, panting 
and feeling himself fast ap- 
proaching the point of no return. 

As for Bill, he too was loving 
every second of it, much gentler 
now that he saw that Yolanda 
was quite willing to suck him 
off. He eased his dong between 
her thick sensual lips and her 
tongue lapped furiously. She in- 
haled the sweaty rutting odor of 
his crotch, liking the fact that 
she was being stimulated front 
and back, liking the idea that 
these were white men taking her, 
using her in ways perhaps her 
ancestors had been similarly 
forced to accept. 

But the difference was that if 
they had now untied her, she 
wouldn’t have thought to escape. 
She needed it, needed it more 
than she would have ever 
dreamed possible and as more 
and more oily musky sap flowed 
down, coating Somerset’s long 
throbbing pole and making her 
box all the more lubrieious and 
easier to penetrate, she suddenly 
went hurtling over the edge, sec- 
onds before he joined her, 

Her body stiffened, and she 
thrashed from side to side, moan- 
ing even as she sought to take in 
every last thick inch of Bill's 
meaty hardon. Scott felt her 
juices roiling down, felt her cunt 
muscles lashing uncontrolla- 
bly and he screamed out, stiffen- 
ing as well as he fell against 
her, ripping as far up into her 
twat as was physically possible, 

He shuddered and then his 
cock began to send out thick 
wads of cream, salty milky- 
white gism which splashed and 
inundated her wet and over- 
heated twat. She could feel the 
muscular ejaculations of his 
dick and she pushed back, 


squeezing her buns, clenching 
her sphincter muscles as he con- 
tinued to fixate and obsess upon 
them, thinking of how fabulous 
it would be to get inside of her 
ass before the day was over. 

She was thinking of just the 
same thing, despite the fact that 
she had never been cornholed. 
And as the two of them came, she 
still worked on Bill's tool, per- 
forming such an accomplished 
and stimulating blow-job that 
despite his best intentions Bill 
was unable to prevent himself 
from going over the edge and 
shooting his load, right down her 
throat. 

She wanted it all right, for he 
could tell how aroused she'd 
gotten as he plowed into her 
mouth and then cried out, feel- 
ing the way his balls were tin- 
gling, feeling the first hot bul- 
lets of semen escaping and 
splattering against the back of 
her throat. 

She sucked as if she had never 
sucked in all of her life, swal- 
lowing one hot sticky gobbet of 
cream after another. And all 
this time she was still creaming 
herself, still feeling the way 
Scott Somerset was holding his 
cock in place, his pecker ejacu- 
lating like a fire hose gone out 
of control. 

“Yes, drink it, swallow it 
down, baby,” Bill groaned, 
holding himself steady, ram- 
ming his cock as far inside her 
mouth as he could so that his 
pubic hairs rubbed and scratched 
against her lips and cheeks, 

She needed no encouragement, 
taking in every last wad of his 
spend, smacking her lips when 
he finally pulled his half-hard 
tool out into the open and 
slouched back, gasping for 
breath. “Do it! Come, come some 
more, Scott!” she yelled, pant- 
ing loudly as he still kept 
shooting, not believing both her 
encouraging words as well as 
the amount of semen that had 
been stored up inside his wildly 
swinging balls. 

He didn't let go until he had 


drained them dry. Then and only 
then did he stop, falling against 
her, resting his flushed and red- 
dened face on the small of her 
back. Caught up in the after- 
throes of her first and power- 
fully arousing climax, Yolanda 
kept shaking, gasping for breath 
and savoring the way he had pen- 
etrated her to the quick, satisfy- 
ing her sexual needs as few men 
had been able to do in the past. 

But now, she still wanted 
more, 

“Let me get into her, Scottie 
ole boy,” Tim told his friend, 
tapping Scott impatiently on the 
shoulder. He was dry-mouthed, 
having watched the torrid pro- 
ceedings so that he was now 
more turned on and hotter than 
ever before. 

Scott lifted his head and for a 
telling instant he felt self- 
doubt, wondering if he was in his 
right mind, realizing that he had 
certainly punished Yolanda 
more than sufficiently. In fact, 
he was about to call the whole 
thing off, when she turned her 
head over her shoulder and 
winked at him. 

“Take ... take me upstairs, to 
the bedroom. I want it. Oh shit I 
need it bad, Somerset, real fuck- 
ing bad, honky,” she gasped and 
he smiled and slowly eased his 
limp and come-smeared pecker 
from out between her puffy and 
ruby-red cunt lips. 

It plopped out with a loud 
and reverberating squish and he 
kept gasping, even as he patted 
her ass and reached for the 
leather straps. His friends were 
too turned on to think straight, 
following his lead, the three 
guys who were yet to come— 
Tim, and two men by the names 
of Dick and Terry—each taking 
hold of one of her limbs, Scott 
taking hold of the fourth. 

They lifted her up and carried 
her up the stairs and she kept 
panting, feeling the way her 
body was burning, glowing, not 
understanding what had hap- 
pened to her. It was as if they 
had somehow managed to re- 


lease long pent-up sexual appe- 
tites she now had no control 
over. 

Never before had she felt like 
this, so turned on, so aroused by 
the physical presence of men. 
The five white bodies gleamed in 
the light as they moved up the 
stairs that led to the second 
floor of the townhouse and the 
master bedroom suite. 

Scott held his breath, afraid to 
speak, only knowing that Yo- 
landa had turned out to be the 
jungle animal and oversexed 
black bitch he’d so fervently 
prayed for. And now, he was al- 
ready well on his way to getting 
turned on, all over again. 

The instant they laid her 
down on the bed, Timothy was 
up on the mattress and between 
her legs in a flash. He was a 
fair-skinned man with a long 
thinnish white tool which arched 
out at her like a horn. She lifted 
her legs and hooked her ankles 
over his shoulders, pulling him 
down to her gaping and come- 
filled pussy. 

“Come on, white man. Let’s 
see if you're as good as your two 
buddies have been. Shit, no hon- 
ky's ever fucked a woman like 
me, you can bet your sweet white 
asses on that,” she told him, 
laughing uproariously as he 
fell against her, ramming half 
the length of his penis into 
place. 

She let out a low-pitched ani- 
mal moan of excitement, feeling 
the way his cock was sliding 
deeper and deeper. As for Tim, he 
secretly loved the seminalized 
condition of Yolanda’s pussy, sa- 
voring the hot mushy lubricity 
of her cunt. 

He rammed down as hard as 
he could, finally horsing him- 
self up to the root. And then, as 
he began to stroke, plowing in 
and out with short jabbing mo- 
tions and feeling her cunt mus- 
cles going berserk, he wasn’t 
surprised to see Terry moving up 
on the bed and crouching right 
over Yolanda’s upturned face, 

Terry, a stocky hairy guy with 
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a cock that was thick апа stubby, 
now panted with impatience as 
he slid into position, trying to 
angle his meaty rod right be- 
tween her gaping lips. She 
looked up and all she could see 
was his hairy crotch, 

She thrust out her tongue and 
lashed it over the plum-shaped 
head of his poker and he got into 
a better position, able to slowly 
ease inch after thick hard inch of 
meat down between her lips. 1 
want more, more, she kept think- 
ing, flowing with the pleasure 
she was feeling. 

She didn't know what was 
going on, whether the fact that 
the men surrounding her on the 
bed were all white, whether 
their own incredible excitement 
had somehow rubbed off on her. 
But whatever had taken place, 
she was glad of it, pushing her 
hips forward to meet each of 
Tim's short jabbing strokes. 

He wiggled from side to side, 
hitting against one vaginal wall 
and then the other. And as he 
kept plowing into her, his balls 
tickling the tender flesh be- 
tween her lush and rounded 
buns, she let her mouth be 
stuffed with Terry's marvel- 
ously thick manly dong, lap- 
ping frantically as he hammered 
his cock into place. 

Dick, the only one of Scott’s 
four friends who hadn’t gotten a 
piece, got up on the bed as well 
and Yolanda grabbed for his 
tool, first rubbing her fingers 
with come which oozed from her 
gaping and overheated snatch. 
Her hand lubricated, she now 
clutched onto his rigid erection, 
jerking him off even as she felt 
her pussy being bombarded with 
a volley of piercing jarring 
strokes, even as she had to con- 
tend with sucking off Terry, 
stretching her lips to the break- 
ing point. 

Scott watched her, shivering 
with pleasure. Her black skin 
glistened with sweat and her 
pink taut nipples arched out like 
little fingers, plucked and 


tweaked as Dick rubbed his 
hands over her melon-shaped 
jugs. 

Her very blackness, her зау- 
age sexual appetites that he had 
succeeded in finally releasing, 
all made him pant and he lis- 
tened and watched the way they 
were all moving on the bed, the 
way her cunt was gripping Тіт'з 
boner, the way she was smacking 
her lips as Terry bellowed with 
delight. 

And the more they kept at it, 
the more turned on he became. 
He knew what she really 
needed, what would be the final 
act of the afternoon. So even as 
Yolanda kept at it, handling 
three dicks at once and not hav- 
ing any difficulty contending 
with them, either, Scott Somer- 
set moved to join them on the 
bed. 

He urged Tim to slide over, 
taking Yolanda along with him. 
Terry also proved to be readily 
accommodating, moving around 
so that Yolanda was still able 
to work on his boner. In fact, she 
could attack it more easily now, 
though she wondered why she 
was being pushed onto her side. 

As for Dick, he moved with the 
others, panting as he played 
with her jugs and she kept 
whacking him off, sliding her 
tightly clenched and seminal- 
ized fingers up and down the en- 
tire length of his hardon, toying 
with his nuts as well. 

And when she was on her side 
and Tim was buried back into 
place, rubbing his crotch against 
her tender black belly and feel- 
ing her cunt muscles once again 
exerting their powerful and fan- 


tastically stimulating grip, 
Scott finally was ready to finish 
what he had started. 


Before Yolanda even realized 
what had happened, Scott had 
spit into the palm of his hand, 
rubbing his saliva over his al- 
ready well-lubricated dong. He 
then pulled her buns apart and 
stared salaciously down into the 
damp and narrow crevice, able to 


see the pink folds of her anus 
clenching and unclenching in 


time to her rhythmic cunt 
spasms. 
And just as she finally 


glanced back, feeling his hands 
on her buns, he slid into position 
and angled the head of his formi- 
dable boner flush against her 
tight and previously unexplored 
asshole. Yolanda opened her 
eyes wide then, but she knew, 
seconds before he thrust forward, 
that this was what she really 
needed. 

She loosened her muscular re- 
straint and the pressure of his 
cock caused her anus to expand, 
It slowly distended and 
stretched wide as he urged the 
head of his penis into place. 
Scott kept thrusting, wiggling 
hotly, watching and feeling as 
he finally made contact. 

His cock slipped forward, 
scraping along the tight dry 
walls of her virgin ass, able to 
feel the presence of Tim’s throb- 
bing pecker on the other side of 
the thin and stretched divisional 
membrane, the septum dividing 
her cunt from her bottom-hole. 

But it was Yolanda Simms 
who realized what had hap- 
pened, even as Scott Somerset 
eased in one inch after another, 
not content until he had 
crammed the entire length of his 
vigorous hardon into position. 
She knew then that she had come 
out on top, that she was the win- 
ner, not Scott. 

She had proven that black was 
indeed beautiful, that she had 
what it takes to turn on five men, 
and all at the same time. Noth- 
ing could have pleased her more 
and her groans were muffled by 
the rising chorus of grunts and 
panting whimpers as the five 
men now labored to come. 

They were making use of every 
available part of her body. But 
none of them were smart enough 
to realize that Yolanda was 
using them just as much, and 
probably even more than they 
were using her. 
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